m	SAJJNl JUAN
God, it will be a miracle and a blessed one. And you will
find that the girl herself will be more affected than anyone
else. She will forget how she really picked Mm out. So,
perhaps, will you.
la tremouille. Well, I wish 1 were clever enough to
know how much of you Is God's archbishop and how much
the most artful fox In Touraine. Come on, or we shall be
late for the fun ; and 1 want to see it, miracle or no miracle.
THE archbishop [detaining him a moment] Do not think
that! am a lover of crooked ways* There is a new spirit
rising In men : we are at the dawning of a wider epoch. If
I were a simple monk, and had not to rule men, I should
seek peace for my spirit with Aristotle and Pythagoras
rather than with the saints and their miracles.
LA tremouilie. And who the deuce was Pythagoras ?
the archbishop. A sage who held that the earth is
round, and that it moves round the sun.
la tremouiixe. What an utter fool! Couldnt he use
Ms eyes ?
Jliey go out together through the curtains, which are
presently withdrawn, revealing the full depth of the throne
mom with the Court assembled. On the right are two Chairs
of State on a dais. Bluebeard is standing theatrically on the
dais, playing the king, and, like the courtiers, enjoying the
Joke rather obviously. There is a curtained arch in the wall
behind the dais; but the main door, guarded by men-at-arms,
is at the other side of the room ; and a clear path across is
kept and lined by the courtiers. Charles is in this path in the
middle of the room, la Hire is on his right. The Archbishop,
m Ms left, has taken his place by the dais : La TremouiJk
at the other side of it. The Duchess de la Tremouille,
pretending to be the Queen, sits in the Consorfs chair, with a
group of ladies in waiting close by, behind the Archbishop.
The chatter of the courtiers makes such a noise that
nobody notices the appearance of the page at the door.
TOE page, The Duke of— [Nobody listens].  The Duke

